





The T rage die of 

Oh if you ray fc this hon fe againd his houfe. 

It will the wofulled diuifion proue, 

That euer fell vpon this curfed earth : 

Preuent it, refill it, and let it not be fo, 

Lead child,childes children crie againd you woe. 

North. Well haue you argued fir, and for your paynes, 
OfCapitall treafon,we arrell you here : 

My Lord of Wedminder,be it your charge, 

T o keepe him fafelv till his day of triall. 

[May it pleafe you Lords,to grauntthe common fuite, 
fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may furrender.fo we /hall proceed without fufpition. 
York?. I will be his condufl. 

'Bud. Lords, you that are heere,are vnder out ared. 
Procure your Sureties for your dayes of anfwere ; 

Litle are we beholding to your loue. 

And litle looke for at your helping hands. 

Enter king Richard. 

Rich. Alackewhy amlfentfor to aKing, 

Before I haue Ihooke off the regall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd ; 1 hardly vet haue learnt 
Toinfinuate, flatter, bow, and bendmylimbes? 

Giuc Sorrow leaue a while to tutor me to this fubmifsion: 
Yet I well remember the fauours of thefe men, 

Were they not mine? did they notfometimes cry allhayle 
To me? fo ludas did to Chrifi ; but he in twelue. 

Found trueth in all but one-, Iin twelue thoufand none : 
God fauothe King, will no man fay Amen: 

Am I both Pl ied and Clarke 5 well then, Amen, 

Godfaue theKmg,althoiighIbenothee, 

And yet Amen,ifheauen do thinke himmee : 

T o doe what feruicc am I fentfor hither? 

Ycrke. T o doe that office of thine owne good will. 
Which tired maiedi e did make thee offer; 

The refignationofthy State and Crownc 
To Harry 'Bitlhngbrooke. 

Rich. Scafc the Crownc. 
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King Richard the Second. 

Hcere Coofin,on this fide my hand, and on that fide yours: 
Now' is this golden Crownc like adeepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets filling one an other, 

The emptier euer dauncing in the ayre, 

The other downe vnfeene.and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of tcares,am I, 

Drinking niy griefe,whild you mount vp on high. 

'Bull. I tho ught you had been willing to refigne? 

Rich. My C10 wne I am, but dill my Griefes are nfinc ; 

You may my Glories and my State depofe, 

Butnot my Griefes, dill am I King of thofe. 

Bui. Part of your Cares you giue me with your Crownc. 

Rich. Your cares fet vp, do not plucke my cares downe: 

My care is lodcofcarc, by old care don, 

Your care is game of care by new care won: 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

They tend the Crowne,yctftill with me they day. 

'Bull. Are you contented to refigne the Crownc? 

Rich. I, no no I; for, I mud nothing bee. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee. 

Now marke me how I will vndoe my felfc: “ 

I giue this hcauie waightfronsQffmy head, 

And this vnweildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart : 

With mine owne teares I wadi away my balmc. 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crownc, 

With mine owne tongue deny my facred date. 

With mine owne breath rcleafe all duties rites, ju 
AH pompe and maieftie I do forfwearc, 

My Manners, Rentes, Reuenewes I forgoe. 

My Aftes, Decrees, and Statutes I denie: 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all Vowes vnbroke that fweare to thee: 

Make me that nothing haue, with nothing grieud, 

And thou with all pleafd,that haft all atchieud: 

Long may d thou liue in Richards feat te fit, 

And foone lie Richard inan earthy pit: 

H x God 
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